that bathing necessitated a considerable walk down and up
something very like a precipice. Added to all this, not only
the proprietors but the entire outfit was aggressively
English, and we had not travelled half across Europe to build
South Kensington in France's green and pleasant land. . . .
It happened to be a relatively chilly day and we ate an
inferior and tepid meal in a draughty garden. It was served
to us by people who obviously reciprocated our distaste.
But we held a quiet council of war: Pierre and the car were
requisitioned after luncheon and by that evening we were
settled in beautiful rooms, with balconies overlooking the
private bathing beach, at the Golf Hotel, Beauvallon*
There we were to remain for several happy months.
But it was just at the final stage of our enchanted pil-
grimage that there occurred an incident which made me
wonder whether, just possibly, in my stubborn deter-
mination to come to St. Tropez, I had been influenced by
forces of which I was unconscious.
Many months before we undertook this journey John
had said to me that she was haunted by the desire to write
a book about a boy of oui? own times, the son of a car-
penter, who, as he grew up in the carpenter's shop, would
have memories and impulses that he did not understand,
that linked him with the Carpenter's Son of Nazareth.
But she had added that she was unable to begin the book
as she could not visualize its geographical setting ... she
had no conception of the place or country in which her
hero would come to birth. She had not, so far as I was
concerned, mentioned this idea on more than one occasion.
I was actually unaware that she was dwelling upon it: she
was often silent when * hatching* a book. In feet there were
times when she was so silent that she would take the
trouble to reassure me and would say: *If I'm silent, it
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